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RALPH     CHEYNEY  13 


STUDIES    STATIC    AND    ECSTATIC 


Lnllaby 

In  the  house  of  my  fathers 
Are  polished  floors  and  discreet  candles. 
Whisper  more  softly, 

And  do  not  smile, 
Lest  you  be  suffocated 
Beneath  velvet  grey 
Ashes 

drifting 
down! 


He  Says  \ 


My  father  is  a  fool. 
I  wish  I  could  chop  him  down 
Like  the  gnarled  beech 

That  blossomed  so  beautifully 
In  our  hearth-fire  last  winter ; 
But  I  merely  stand  by  and  say, 

"Yes,  sir !    No,  sir  !    Thanks  !" 


J4  RALPH     CHEYNEY 


My  Soul 

My  soul  is  a  boomerang. 

Many  times  have  I  sold  it , 

And  cast  it  from  me. 

But  ever  and  ever  it  returneth. 

Damn  it! 


Me   and  Myself 

Self  is  the  root  of  sickness,  sin,  and  sorrow. 

Self  is  illusion.  ...  So 

I  earnestly  endeavor  to  convince  myself ; 

But  my  self  won't  stop  to  listen ; 

It  puts  its  fingers  to  its  nose  at  me, 

And  goes  on  its  way,  whistling. 


ARCHIE  AUSTIN  COATES  IS 


RIVALS  i 


Along  the  Avenue  of  an  afternoon,  .\ 

Lithe,  slim  youths  ; 

Sauntering  ... 

Sleek  of  hair,  and  trim,  and  narrow  of  hip,  l 

With  white,  soft  necks,  and  ties  puffed  out, 

Beneath  faces  artfully  made  just  a  bit  too  beautiful  ] 

And  not  quite  manly.  ji 

They  stroll  slowly,  1 

Shooting  side-glances  into  passing  faces, 

Meaningly.  IJ 

I     ':i 
I 

At  the  corner  ,' 
A  painted  woman 

Shambles  into  a  doorway  ...  ■{ 

Her  lips  are  of  dry  flame,  \ 

And  in  her  eyes  are  flames  of  hatred,  '! 

Hatred  and  scorn,  bitter  and  inexpressible,.  i 

For  these  slim  youths,  i 

Her  rivals.  ' 


16  LE  BARON     COOKE 


FUTILITY 


I  caught  a  moonbeam  flitting  through  your  dark  hair 

Which  I  strangled  for  daring  to  caress  you ; 

But  when  I  opened  my  pahn  I  found  my  hand 

Stained  with  my  own  blood, 

While  the  moonbeam  played  with  tantalizing  evasion 

Through  your  tangled  locks. 


NOCTURNE 

Moonlight,  and  the  sparkle  of  nude  boys 
Dancing  like  slender  fauns  across  the  sandbar, 
Enchant  the  night. 

Girls,  unclad,  in  the  witchery 

Of  virgin  whiteness, 

Scurry  across  the  stretches  of  moonlit  beach 

Like  sprites 

From  the  passionate  sea — 

Over  slippery  crag  and  rock 

The  boys  pursue  them, 

Till  they  are  tormentingly  beyond 

Their  impetuous  arms. 

Suddenly  the  moon  is  devoured  by  a  giant  cloud ; 
Unafraid,  they  all  creep  into  the  shelter  of  the  throb- 
bing Dark. 


HART    CRANE  17 


FORGETFULNESS 


Forgetfulness  is  like  a  song 

That,  freed  from  beat  and  measure,  wanders. 

Forgetfulness  is  like  a  bird  whose  wings  are  reconciled, 

Outspread  and  motionless — 

A  bird  that  coasts  the  wind  unwearyingly, 

Forgetfulness  is  rain  at  night, 

Or  an  old  house  in  a  forest, — or  a  child. 

Forgetfulness  is  white, — white  as  a  blasted  tree, 

And  it  may  stun  the  sybil  into  prophecy. 

Or  bury  the  Gods. 

I  can  remember  much  forgetfulness. 


18  DIMOND    CRISP 


PIERROT 


And  Pierrot  said — 

Make  me  clouds  of  amber  and  mists  of  amethyst. 

And  build  me  a  house  of  marble 

White  ,  .  .  and  cold. 

And  on  the  roof  lay  a  maiden, 

And  let  a  sword 

Of  burnished  steel 

Slash  at  her  heart,  letting  out 

Her  bright  young  blood 

Till  my  house  has  a  roof  of  crimson 

Which  shall  never  fade. 

And  Pierrot  said — 

In  my  house  put  books 
Bound  with  the  skins  of  old  men, 
The  old  brown  skins  of  wisdom ; 
And  let  the  contents  be  written 
With  tears  of  experience, 
So  that  I,  reading  them, 
Shall  be  filled  with  a  wisdom 
Wonderful  in  my  youth. 


DIMOND    CRISP  19 


And  Pierrot  said — 

Let  my  couch  be  padded 

With  the  tresses  of  women, 

That,  resting  on  them,  I  may  know  the  passion, 

In  one  moment,  of  many  women. 

And  let  their  scalps  be  perfumed 

And  laid  away  in  a  crystal  jar 

For  my  amused  gaze. 

And  the  gods  said — 

Let  him  have  these  things 
And  many  more, 
That  he  may  quickly  learn 
The  futility  of  all  things.  .  .  . 


20  JEANNETTE     DERBY 


FORGETFULNESS 

I  shut  the  rooms  where  we  had  been  together; 

No  place  for  me  to  be  alone,  I  knew — 

So  quiet  now,  with  no  exhilaration, 

No  leaping  thoughts  tossed  to  and  fro  between  us. 

No  little  deviltries  half  smothered,  half  discovered, 

Hiding  a  tenderness  that  shyly  hung  its  head  .  .  . 

No  coffee  fragrance  mingled  with  odor  of  tobacco ; 

Only  the  candles  burning  their  prayers  for  the  de- 
parted, 

And  the  Sheraton  sofa  stretching  its  empty  length  of 
blue. 

I  left  the  rooms  where  we  had  been  together. 

To  follow  other  leadings,  find  forgetfulness. 

And  that  exuberation,  without  which  my  spirit 
smothers. 

I  tacked  and  trimmed  with  sails  of  breezy  smocks 
and  gew-gaws, 

Rattled  my  coin  of  bubble-badinage — 

Flew  madly  hither,  round  and  yon, 

Nor  minded  the  direction — 

Till  I  was  full  of  the  forgetfulness 

That  comes  when  one  has  never  time  to  think. 

Suddenly,  like  one  who  travels  safely  in  his  sleep, 

I  found  again  the  place  where  we  had  been  together — 

God !  how  it  rushed  at  me,  like  a  dog,  long-leashed. 

With  glad,  glad  eyes, 

And  yelps  of  mad  delight — 
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Rough  paws  clawing  at  my  heart ! 

Then  I  knew — there  in  that  nest  of  memories, 

There  lay  my  true  forgetfulness — 

Forgetfulness — remembcrhig 

All  I  held  most  dear ! 


TWILIGHT    DOOR 

Twilight  is — to  most — a   rising   wall  that  brings  the 

dark. 
To  me,  now,  it  is  a  hyphen  space 
Between  that  compound,  sorrow-peace. 
I  told  a  group  of  friends,  some  old,  some  new, 
How  just  recently,  I  sat  one  unsuspecting  twilight 
That  showed  no  outlet,  save  its  bridge  of  night, 
When  something  stirred,  like  a  breeze  low-circling 
Seeking  out  a  covered  path  to  go — 
Then  a  voice,  as  luminous  as  a  shining  door, 
Swung  an  opening,  letting  music  in,  and  light, 
And  gave  me  key  for  every  twilight  after — 
A  key  that  turned  the  twilight  to  a  curtain, 
Hiding  exit  that  avoided  pitfall-night.  .  .  . 
And   each  man  there,   especially   the   singer   and  the 

poet — 
Each  stroked  a  conscious  chin; 

And  every  woman  raised  a  speculating  eyebrow.  .  .  . 
But  from  him,  whose  voice  had  been  the  shining  door, 
Came  the  slight  effect  of  laughter — 
Laughter  soft  as  whirling  of  a  leaf.  .  .  . 
They  did  not  hear — but  I  rejoiced, 
Knowins:  that  the  dead  most  live! 


22  E.     B.     DEWING 


SONGS   OF  THE  WIVES  OF  SOLOMON 


Variations  j 

i 

He  says  I  am  fair  among  fair  women, 

That  the  Hght  of  my  eyes  is  more  to  him  than  the 

light  of  the  sun,  | 

And  the  sheen  of  my  hair  brighter  than  gold,  ' 
But  the  sound  of  his  voice  deafens  me 

Because  it  is  not  yours,  beloved.  J 

He  is  flushed  like  the  morning,  2 

And  shaken  like  water  in  a  wind,  , 
And  the  world  might  end  and  he  would  not  know.       | 

But  I  care  not  for  his  eagerness  or  his  joy  | 

Because  they  are  not  yours,  beloved.  ' 

He  tells  me  of  the  little  songs  I  sing —  j 

My  voice  in  singing  them — 

The  silver  sandals  with  the  shining  clasps —  ' 

My  white  feet  wearing  them —  I 

Nor  yet  forgets  the  finely  gilded  lashes —  j 

My  eyes  outgleaming  them. 

But  what  matter  are  these  things  to  me,  beloved. 

And  you  not  knowing  them?  ' 

Is  it  not  better  to  be  enthroned,  beloved,  ' 

Than  to  sit  forever  at  thy  feet  ? 

Is  it  not  better  to  smile,  beloved,  j^ 

Than  to  wait  forever  for  thine?  i 

Is  it  not  better  to  accept  the  sacrifice 

Than  to  weary  from  carrjang  it  to  thee? 
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It  is  better,  beloved, 

And  yet  would  I  give  an  eternity  of  that  which  I  have 

For  an  hour  of  that  which  I  have  not. 


The  Escape 

I  have  run  through  the  great  gates  of  the  garden  into 
the  closed  court 

And  from  the  court  to  the  palace, 

And  down  within  the  palace  to  the  room  with  the 
barred  windows — 

Barred  upon  the  passageway  which  itself  is  barred — 
the  innermost  room — 

And  I  am  weary  with  my  flight. 

But  not  as  weary  as  had  I  remained  in  the  garden  with- 
out you,  beloved — 

The  garden  where  the  marsh  frogs  call 

And  the  mist  lies  in  veils 

And  the  flowers  are  white  beneath  the  curved  moon. 

I  fear  the  darkness  which  is  not  blank. 

The  darkness  afloat  with  the  things  that  creep — 

Creep  and  scamper  and  whisk  in  the  walls — 

And  I  touch  moss,  damp  like  hair  in  a  frost. 

I  feel  the  shadows  dense  in  their  degrees, 

I  wait  for  the  morning  which  I  may  not  tell, 

And  I  am  weary  with  my  fright. 

But  not  as  weary  as  had  I  remained  in  the  garden  when 

you  did  not  come,  beloved — 
Remained  in  the  shining  garden  alone  in  the  spring 

ni^ht. 


24  E.     B.     DEWING 


The  Sword 


The  great  sword  is  broken,  beloved, 

The  shining  sword  you  held  across  my  path 

And  made  a  wall  to  guard  me  from  the  mire. 

And  I  have  walked  in  the  way  that  was  closed, 

And  my  garments  are  spattered, 

And  I  look  down  at  the  broken  pieces  of  the  sword. 

But  I  am  not  fit,  even  for  that, 

Even  to  look  on  it,  broken  as  it  is. 

For  I  have  walked  in  the  mire 

And  it  is  only  mire  that  I  am  fit  to  see. 

Will  you  pick  up  the  pieces  of  the  sword,  beloved. 
And  weld  them  together  in  the  flame  of  your  love 
And  wash  me  clean  in  the  tears  of  your  forgiveness 
And  walk  with  me  in  the  way  that  the  sword  could 
not  close? 


PAUL    ELDRIDGE  25 


MEMORIES 

My  memories  were  sharp-edged  splinters 
Torturing  me ;  ' 

I  plucked  them  out,  \ 

And  washed  the  blood  away.  ...  i 

\ 

Do  splinters  have  roots,  •■ 

That  grow,  j 

And  blossom —  ] 

Rancorous  evergreens?  ...  ; 


I   DREAM 

Life  gallops  by  like  a  mad  horse — 

But  I  sit  by  the  window,  and  dream.  .  .  . 

I  dream  of  still  marble  oceans,  like  giant  sarcophagi, 

Bordered  with  alabaster  trees,  whose  ebony  shadows 

Cut  fantastic  caves  across  their  bosoms.  J 

Life  howls  like  a  wild  hurricane — 

But  I  sit  by  the  window  and  dream.  ...  ' 

I  dream  of  vast  solitary  skies,  like  sapphire  deserts, 
Where  dead  black  moons  and  dead  black  stars  | 

Squat  in  echoless  eternity.  ) 


Life  sings  Hke  a  drunken  bird, 

But  I  sit  by  the  window  and  dream. 

I  dream  of  her  dead  eyes.  .  .  . 


26  PAUL     ELDRIDGE 


DOULEUR 


Why   do  my  hopes, 

Like  yellow  withered  leaves,  ' 

Fall  to  the  ground  / 

And  turn  to  mud —  ] 

While  my  regrets  ! 

Grow  and  blossom  ' 

Like  giant  evergreens,  j 

And  throw  their  dismal  shadows  t 


Across  my  path.  .  .    ?  j 


SYLVIA    ELDRIDGE  27 


PLAINTIVE    ECHOES 


I. 


To-day  my  heart 

is  a  haunted  manor 

frightened  at  its  own  mournfulncss. 

Ghosts  of  dead  memories 

wander,  disconsolate, 

ratthng  behind  them 

enormous  chains,  .  .  . 


II. 


To-day  the  sun  ' 

is  bold  and  cynical;  'j 

its  mocking  rays  ' 

play  roguishly  ; 

upon  old  women's  eyes—  ' 

as  on  rusty  lattices —  ; 

and  with  impish  hilarity  '' 

mirrors  their  wrinkled  faces.  ...  ■ 


III. 

To-day, 
my  lips — 
tightly-shut  portals 
to  a  sombre  prison — 


28  SYLVIA     ELDRIDGE 


are  guarding  gloomily  its 
deluded  inmates — 
my  hopeful  thoughts ! 

ALLEGRETTO 

(  To  Beatrice  Morton) 

You  drape  around  your  willowy  body 

the  amorous  tunes  of  a  Chopin  valse, 

and   in  staccato   tempo 

your  lithe  and  nimble  feet 

twinkle 

on  the  cool  ground 

daintily, 

coquettishly, 

like  two  tremulous  aspen  leaves 

dancing  to  the  cajoling  whispers 

of  a  soft-throated  wind ! 

PRESTO    AGITATO 

Your  eyes — two  luminous  beads — 

flash  blazingly 

in  your   triumphant   poise, — 

and  with  the  flamboyant  grace 

of  a  slender  eagle 

you  dart  off 

in  abandon, 

flapping  and  diffusing 

the  giddy  swell 

of  a  Bacchanalian  dance ! 


JEANNE    FREEMAN  29 


1 
MAGIC  " 


Today  the  air  quivered  suddenly 
With  the  rush  of  unseen  wings. 
Running  to  the  window,  I  discovered 
Invisible  fingers  had  enamelled 
My  crocus-buds  with  yellow. 
And  on  the  lawn,  I  saw  sitting 
The  Spring,  weeping,  because  April 
Had  forgotten  to  tint  her  gown 
With  the  proper  shades  of  green. 


30  ULYSSES    GOLDBERG 


TO    FLORENCE 

The  breathing  of  the  night  mingles  quietly  with  the 
breathing  of  the  lake.  .  .  . 

The  moonlight  rains  over  the  black  crest  of  the  over- 
hanging trees  and  scatters  a  myriad  of  silver 
butterflies  on  the  water.  .  ,  . 

They  swarm  from  the  black  shadow  of  the  trees  to^ 
where  floats  a  lily  of  marvelous  whiteness.  .  .  . 

So  my  fluttering  dreams  swarm  eagerly  to  you. 


ETCHING 

Far  away  over  the  river 

Mists  of  smoke  spiral  slowly. 

A  curved  white  marble  bench 

Glistens  in  the  sunlight, 

Reminiscent  of  lost  Hellenic   races. 

Bowed  over  the  white  marble 

A  gnarled  old  tree  supplicates  me, 

Grotesquely  begging  with  his  thousand  twisted  fingers. 

Near-by,  a  wild  sapling  whirls  madly. 

Flinging  his  arms  in  a  weird  delirium. 

Seven  shrunken  trees  stand  watch, 

Shivering.  .  .  . 


ALEXANDER     JAVIS  31 


ANDANTE   PASSIONALE 


Listen,  O  my  City!    O  my  Beloved! 

On  a  flute  that  I  have  stolen  from  the  Halls  of  Krishna, 

On  the  cymbals  of  ancient  threnody, 

I  shall  sing  you  this — my  song: 

My  City  is  a  daughter  of  the  kings  of  ancient  king- 
doms. 

In  the  swift  dawning  of  a  startled  day  I  have  seen  her; 

Jewelled  with  diadems  of  beaten  metal  and  rude  bar- 
baric stones, 

Scented  of  rose  and  myrrh, 

Perfect  in  the  softness  and  the  slimness  of  her 
beauty.  .  .  . 

I  have  sat  at  her  feet  for  eternities, 

And  have  listened  to  her  singing — low-voiced — im- 
passioned— 

(White  breasts  gleaming  through  a  purple  haze !) 

My  City  is  a  leprous  hag, 

Cankerous  and  sore  of  body. 

Mumbling  a  wanton  song 

At  the  dying  of  men  and  women. 

Leering    and    grinning    in    the    murky    miasmas    of 

morning.  .  .  . 
I  have  sat  in  her  shadows  for  ages, 
Weeping  as  she  chanted  her  orisons  of  Fate — 
(Black  breasts  swaying  through  a  dull- white  mist!) 

O  my  City!  O  my  Beloved!  I  have  made  for  you — 
this — my  song! 


32  EUGENE     JOLAS 


INHIBITION 


I  wandered  along  the  beach, 

And  the  loveliness  of  the  amethyst  waves 

Scattering  white  rose-petals  on  the  dunes 

Made  me  fashion  a  song, 

Mosaiced  with  words  of  jade  and  opal, 

And   shot  through   with   the   crimson-lipped 

rhythm 
Of  muted  violins  playing  in  scented  rooms. 
Like  to  a  Beloved  I  spoke  to  the  sea, 
Holding  its  beauty  close  to  my  heart, 
Pouring  into  its  ears  symphonies  of  words, 
And  letting  the  vagabond  wind 
Blow  her  silk  hair  into  my  face. 
Gulls  swarmed  up  from  nowhere. 
Their  daintiness  thrown  against  the  sky, 
Their  shrill  sing-song  gesturing  in  the  air. 

And  then  I  knew  I  was  a  fool. 
For  making  a  crazy  little  song 
To  be  chanted  by  one  thin  voice. 
While  watching:  cosmic  interludes. 
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ALLEGRO 

How  she  strode  by 

(A  tall-stemmed  flower  swaying  in  the  wind) 

With  a  long-limbed  stride, 

While  curling  wisps  of  hair 

Blew  about  her  face  and  throat 

And  the  clinging  drapery  of  her  dress 

Molded  her  soft  firm  breasts 

And  sturdy  thighs.  .  .  . 

Straightway 

All  the  drab  ugliness  of  my  world 

Vanished, 

And  I  remembered   only  the  blue  sky 

And  sea, 

And  sun-kissed  flowers 

In  the  fields.  .  .  . 


POEMS 

{To   My  Lotus-Lady) 

Andante 

Background  of  dark  deep  brown, 

Velvet-rich, 

Velvet-soft, 

And  against  it 

My  lotus-lady,  slim  and  white  .  .  . 
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So  Whistler  might  have  painted 

Her  dainty  grace  ...  all 

But  the  vivid  flash 

Of  her  eyes 

(Blue-gray, — so  beautiful!) 

And  the  quick  gladness  of  her  smile  .  .  .  subtle 

Life-shimmers  too  fine 

For  brush  and  color. 


Pieta 


There  was  a  battle. 


I  fought  well, — 

Or  ill  .  .  .  que  sais-je?  .  .  . 

(The  Lord  will  tell  me 

On  the  Last  Day.) 

But  I  was  beaten  to  my  knees 

And  to  the  ground  .  .  . 

They  trampled  over  me 

While  I  lay  bleeding.  .  .  . 

Mother  Sky  and  her  Star-children 
Looked  coldly  down  on  my  agony 
And  neither  shuddered 
Nor  smiled. 

Then, 

White  through  the  dusk 
A  woman's  child-face 
Bent  over  me  .  .  . 
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How  she  looked* at  me 

With  her  Madonna-mild  eyes,- 

Unpitying, 

Unsmiling, 

Yet  gentle-sweet, 

Like  our  Heaven-Lady's  love. 

Soft  white  hands 

She  laid  on  my  forehead  .  .  . 

And  bound  up  my  wounds. 

And  with  her  kiss 

Called  my  soul 

Back  to  its  sad  dwelling.  .  .  . 


THREE    ORCHESTRAL    THEMES 

I.     Orientale,   from   a   Tschaikowsky   Suite    (Casse- 
noix). 

Nightfall.  .  .  . 

I  hear  the  fainting  echo  of  a  muezzin's  last  call 

to  evening  prayer, 

And  the  soft  thud-thud  of  a  muffled  drum  by  the 

temple. 
The  copper  sunset-sky  is  changing  to  dark,  dark  purple ; 
Body  and  soul  nod  wearily,  drowsily, 
And  sink  to  rest,  .  .  . 
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II.     The  end  of  Act  III.  of  Bom  uodunoff. 

The  snow  is  falling 

falling 

falling.  .  . 

On  hearts  filled 
with  anguish.  .  .  . 
the  snow  is  falling. 

The  very  soul  of  music 

sobs  softly 

in  anguish.  .  .  . 


III.     The  second  movement  of  the  Beethoven  Seventh 
Symphony. 

Our  ship,  a-sail  on  a  fair  broad  stream,  is  welcomed 

by  a  chorale  of  earth-angels.  .  .  . 

There  is  peace  in  the  golden  summer  air,  the  peace  of 

many  trees  in  rich  vesper-light.  .  .  . 

The  choral-song  they  sing  for  us  has  the  soft  grandeur 

and  beauty  and  peace  of  a  poet's  dream  of  Paradise.  .  . 
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QUAND   LE   BON   DIEU   SOURIT 


....  God,  my  God ! 

Only  the  stars  are  healing.  .  .  . 

Scattered  in  the 

far  far 

far  dark 

blue, — a  Heaven-lord's 

diadem. 

That  one 

sheer 

above  me, 

pearl-white,  blue-white — 

(Even   the  street-lamps'  beastly   glare 

cowers  before  the  gentle  glory 

of  its  light) — 

must  be  the  jewel  transcendent 

in  the  Crown  of  the 

King  of  Kings. 

Oh  love, — 

Only  the  stars  are  healing. 

So  quickly  their  fingers  of  light 

penetrate 

the  emptiness 

of  a  desolate  soul 

and  fill  it 

with  peace,  .  .  . 
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A  woman's  smile  can  be  I 

mockery, 

And  a  woman's  fingers 

dull  as  stone, 

And  a  woman's  speech  I 

so  cruel,  stupid —  ; 

But  the  silence  of  the  stars  ; 

is  a  fair  greeting,  < 

and  their  touch  ] 

a  soft  healing,  ! 

and  their  smile 

a   father's  voiceless   love.  ; 

'i 
Dear  Lord —  ; 

When  my  head  ,' 

is  raised  i 

to  Your  stars,  -^ 

my  heart   falls  kneeling  to  You —  j 

Dear  Lord !  | 

I 
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LYRIQUE 

(A  Madonna  Lucciola) 

Warmth 
and  softness 
of  summer — 
gone! 

Firefly,  where  is  your  gloxv?  .  .  . 

In  the  still  moon-shadows  of  summer-night 

I  forgot  the  red  glare, 

and  horror, 

and  blood,  and  gall,  and  iron 

of  our  world.  .  .  . 

Now  autumn-death 
has  come.  .  .  . 

■Firefly,  where  is  your  glow? 

Hard  and  cold  is  the  moonlight, 
Black  and  cold  its  shadows, 
And  bleak  my  heart 
As  a  wind-swept  quarry. 
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SAN    FRANCISCO    UNDER    FOG 


City  of  my  dreams,  like  pearl  the  dew 

Of  fairyland  is  folding  over  you; 

the  vapored  domes 

Of  churches,  and  of  less  eternal  homes 

Of  civic  and  industrial  worth,  are  caught 

Together  in  a  soft  mirage,  fraught 

With  spiraled  mists ; 

A  dreamland  fancy,  kissed 

Through   with   sunlight. 

Now  the  white 

And  alabaster  city-hall 

Obtrudes  its  shawl 

Of  yellow  above  the  blight 

Of  shadow  all  about, 

And  half  in  doubt 

Accepts  its  curtain-call  upon  a  stage 

Prosceniumed  with  Heaven's  vaulted  arch. 

No  march 

Of  time  or  tide  can  halt, 

Nor  man  exalt, 

Splendor's  regal  page 

Of  tracery.    Like  beams 

From  memory's  hand. 

Like  Odin's  sempiternal  chaste  Valhalla,  seems 

The  city  of  my  dreams! 
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THE    MUSKMELON    MAN 

The  dull  bell  jangled  in  his  tired  hand. 

His  cart  held  melons ; 

Women  buzzed  and  swarmed  in  buying  them 

With  shrewd  and  stingy  zest  of  bargaining. 

I  wonder  how  far  he  had  come ;  how  hard 

He  worked  to  gather  them ;  how  long 

He  had  counted  them  as  cash. 

I  saw  his  puny  strength, 

His  flaxen  insignificance ! 

Stingless,  harmless,  futile,  inadequate ! 

Now  memory,  like  an  acid,  eats  my  day ! 
I  paid  him  only  fifteen  cents  for  six — 
The  market-price ;  but  if  I  had  paid  more, 
He  might  have  smiled ! — 

This  hfe!  this  life! 

We  manufacture  shoddy ! 
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THINGS 

Things  are  very  intriguing ! 

In  time  of  illness, 

When  death  has  peered 

Boldly  above  the  horizon, 

A  woman  is  seduced  to  fold  her  laces, 

Or  slip  gay  strings  of  garlanding  beads 

Blue,  amber,  green. 

Cooling  her  fingers. 

We  still  have  monkey-tricks 

Of  carrying  ofif  Things  into  corners, 

And  gloating  there, 

Though  lightnings  crack 

The  mirroring  sky. 

And  thunders  yell — unheeded  oracles! 

Manicuring-tools  make  a  nice  diversion 
When  death  is  stalking  near  a  human-dwellinj 
Or  else  has  ravaged  and  passed  by, 
Still  crunching! 
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BACCHUS 

The  blood  of  full  grapes  swells  my  wooden  goblet 
and  my  lips  drip  purple  with  the  stain ; 
I  squat  and  sip,  with  jaws  and  chin  dripping 
blue  drops  of  bitter  sunshine  and  sweet  rain; 
while  thin  passers-by,  with  cold,  dim  faces 
stare,  pale  as  reeds  in  the  veil  of  a  misty  river. 

I  am  the  prophet  of  the  grape 

who  sit  begging  on  the  flagged  steps 

before  the  barred  door  of  eternity. 

NIVE   CANDIDUM   SORACTE 

There  are  those  who  laugh  for  the  winter. 

When  great  tufts  of  snow  clink  against  the  window- 
panes  ; 

Who  shout  when  the  hard  blue  ice  skirls  under  the 
grinding  of  steel  skates ; 

Who  roar  when  the  wind  electrically  thrills  their 
bodies  under  high-blown  overcoats ; 

Who  exult,  when  their  breath,  like  a  rubber  balloon, 
soars  off  as  they  ski  over  a  mountain-top ; 

Who  revel  when  white  spheres  plump  a  beau's  chapeau ; 

There  are  these — 

But  not  I,  who,  inside. 

Over  a  red  fire  abide, 

Toasting  in  the  hot  flames  marshmallow  thoughts 

To  feed  my  animal  imagination, 

Which  persists  in  chattering  and  shivering  outside. 
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DROWNED 

Dead  hair  dripping  from  her  head, 

As  sea-weed  drips  over  the  side  of  a  cliff. 

Dead  hair,  half-brown,  half-gray, 

Coarse,  uncombed, 

Thrown  back  from  the  uplifted  head. 

Two  eyes  of  brown,  a  greenish  brown, 

Like  stagnant  water  that  shelters   weeds  and  slimy 

things.  .  .  . 
Two  eyes  like  holes  in  a  shrivelled  winter-leaf 
Whose  edges  are  the  bruised  lids.  .  .  . 
Dead  hair  dripping  from  her  head, 
And  two  dull  eyes, 
Also   dead. 


FINIS 

Gods  upon  your  mountain-tops — 

I  hurl  you  back 

This  beating,  writhing,  pain-filled 

Clod  of  flesh  and  blood. 

Did  you  put  it  in  my  keeping  as  a  jest? 

Do  you  laugh  now  to  see  it  dead? 
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DICHTER-HERZ 

I  am  the  sand  through  which  the  waters  of  the  spring; 
are  filtered. 

Along  muddy  banks  the  waters  flow,  and  through 
swampy  fields.  .  .  .  But  they  pass  through  my  heart, 
and  are  cleansed  and  purified. 

I  am  the  sand,  the  silent,  vanishing  sand  by  the 
waters  of  a  living  Spring.  .  .  .  And  the  waters  eat 
away  my  substance. 

I  am  the  silent  sand,  the  modest  sand,  that  cattle 
trample  with  their  feet,  as  they  drink  the  water  I 
have  made  clear  for  them. 

TWILIGHT 

Opposite  my  house  is  a  church. 
An  ivy-grown  church. 

A  silent,  secluded  church. 

Without  chimes. 

Or  chants. 

(Who  wants  churches  in  these  unchurchly  times?) 

And  the  church-bells  hang  silent  in  the  belfry, 
their  hearts  heavy,  mute. 

Only,  once  in  a  long  while,  an  enamored  little  breeze 
moves  the  heart  of  a  long-silenced  bell,  and  a  lonely 
ghost  of  a  sigh  seeks  to  raise  itself, — and  cannot. 

And  the  whole  church  awakens,  and  calls  to  the 
wind:  "Dear,  dear,  wind,  let  your  breath  pass  over 
me  again  caressingly ;  let  me  hear  my  own  voice 
again,  that  I  may  be  sure  I  have  not  become  dumb."  .  . 


46  EDWARD    NAGLE 


PORTRAIT    OF   AN    HISTORIAN 

A  grin ; 

Two  rows  of  omnivorous  decayed  teeth ; 

Spectacles   encircling  inimated  leathern   ears ; 

Tufts  of  dusty  hair  sprouting 

From  an  overlarge  babe's  head 

Fastened  to  a  pygmy  body 

By  a  string. 

Eloodless  fingers  that  pinch  the  leaden  microscope 

Held  over  bleeding  hearts 

Of  men; 

Cackles,  subterranean, 

At  the  feverish  world 

That  lies  within  the  passive  eyes ; 

Again  a  grin 

And  two   rows  of   omnivorous  teeth. 


RENCONTRE 

Au  point  du  jour 

Je  me  promenais 

Dans  un  carrefour 

Le  long  d'un  mur  crotte, 

Yeux  baissant  sur  le  trottoir  lugubre,- 

Quand  une  femme  me  frola. 

Je  I'ai  reconnue, — 

La  gosse ! 

C'etait  Helene — 

La  belle  Helene  de  Troie — 
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Tout  a  fait  mondaine; 
Bas  de  soie  blancs, 
Montrant  audessus  des  souHers 
Bien  vernis. 

M'avancant  vers  elle 

Je  chuchottais  dans  son  oreille  de  faune, 

"  'Me  connais  tu  pas — 

Paris,  ton  amant  d'auterfois — ? 

Viens  !    On  versera  du  vin, 

Sang  de  grappes  et  de  violettes ; 

On  parlera  de  ces  nuits  bleues  d'antan.  . 

Et  tu  chanteras."  .... 

Elle  me  ficha  un  fameux  regard 

De  ses  yeux  sournois,  yeux  de  boeuf — 

(Comme  ce  soir-la,  quand  elle  me  baisa 

Si  profondement 

Que  je  me  perdis  dans  le  macerage 

De  ses  cheveux  furieux)  — 

Et  cria  d'une  voix  d'enfant 

Enragee, 

"Voyou,  voyou,  va-t-'en ! 

Monsieur  I'etourdi 

Se  croit  peut-etre  Jesus  Christ.  .  .  . 

Tu  n'as  jamais  vu  cinq  francs, — toi ! 

Garde  tes  sous 

Pour  une  bossue — 

Elle  t'en  fera  une  Belle  Helene.  .  .  . 

Va-t-'en '" 
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Alors  elle  s'en  alia,  poussant  ses  epaules 
Ondulantes ; 

Mon  regard  la  poursuivait, — 
C'etait  bien  elle,  la  gosse ! 

Depuis  cette  nuit  la 

Je  reste  chez  moi 

Dans  mon  grenier, 

Tranquille,  couche, 

Regardant  a  travers  ma  fenetre 

Un  soleil  gris.  .  .  . 
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RENDEZVOUS 


The  leaves  put  a  frivolous  stencil  < 

Across  the  moon  ;  i 

A  sudden  laugh-note  -, 

Has  stolen  into  the  silvery  chime  of  the  fountain ;  ) 

There  is  a  quick  shower  from  a  vine 

Of  fluttered  rose  petals.  ...  i 

So  swiftly  you  come  'i 

That  the  dim  light  following 

Is  like  a  veil  at  your  shoulder 

Floating  out.  ...  • 
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PUSSY-WILLOWS 


Damp  dead  trees, 
damp  dead  leaves. 

A  faint  pulsing  fragrance, 

a  flicker  of  gray, 

of  green, 

of  yellow.  .  .  . 

Damp  dead  skies, 
damp  dead  earth, — 

But  Spring 

is  in  the  willows! 
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MATIN    D'YSER 

Temps  d'Yser,  temps  de  brume  d'Octobre, 
Des  feuilles  sur  le  sol  amolH  par  les  eaux  .... 
La  has,  vers  rhorizon,  la  longue  ligne  sombre 
Des  arbres  denudes  penches  sur  les  canaux. 

Tout  se  baignait  encor  dans  la  grise  ambiance 

De  I'aube  qui  pointait  sur  un  monde  indistinct ; 

Les  bruits  etaient  ouates  et  flous  ....  sans  bienveil- 

lance, 
Le  soleil  se  leva  comme  un  plateau  d'etain. 

Ce  fut  le  jour  languide  et  blanc  des  nuits  follaires, 
Le  gris  perle  du  ciel  emergea  du  brouillard, 
Sur  les  pres  spongieux  dix  corbeaux  s'envolerent 
Et  leur  sinistre  envoi  en  cercle  fut  criard.  .  .  . 

Je  les  suivis  des  yeux,  filant  a  I'aventure, 

Noirs  ouvriers  lustres,  detrousseurs  de  la  mort ; 

Cherchant  pour  s'y  poser  quelque  pourriture, 

A  Boesinghe,  a  Dixmude,  a  Peroyse,  a  Nieuport.  .  . 
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SPRING 

God,  how  I  hate  it,  Spring! 

Its  loveliness — 

Its  wistful  tenderness — 

Its  insuflEerable  young-ness.  .  .  . 

The  misty  green  of  birches — 

The  red  of  maples — 

The  faint,  soft  pink  of  the  oak  buds. 

Spring ! 

With  its  beauty. 

Its  marvel  and  mystery, 

Its  ever-recurring  miracle  of  youth  renewed — 

Its  poignant,  bitter  memories  of  youth  gone  by — 

Irredeemable. 

The  inviting  sweetness  of  its  incense-laden  nights — 
Apple  blossoms,  linden  trees,  lilacs  in  the  bud. 
And    the    voiceless    passion-call    that    can    know    no 
answer — 

God,  how  shall  I  endure  it,  Spring! 
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THE    SPRING    RUNNING 


Tho*  skies  still  are  cold  and  grey, 
Yet  the  blue-birds,  day  by  day. 
Have  come  northward,  gypsying — 
Fleet- foot  couriers  of  Spring ; 
Violets  and  fleur-de-lys, — 
Blue  waves  of  a  flooding  sea, — 
Have  burst  Winter's  dykes,  and  flow 
Northward,  lapping  at  the  snow. 
And  the  wild  geese  from  the  sky 
With  wild  clamor  speak  what  I 
Long  to  say,  yet  dare  not  try. 

New  blood  from  the  Earth's  young  heart 
Flames  through  me,  who  am  a  part 
Of  the  earth ;  my  pulses  strain 
Till  my  eyes  and  heart  and  brain 
Swim,  and  drunken  with  the  Spring 
I  go  dancing,  staggering, 
Through  a  world  that  is  one  cry — 
Till  the  stars  within  the  sky 
Reel  like  dice  in  a  blue  cup 
Shaken,  when  my  eyes  look  up — 
Till  the  drunken  world  and  I 
Are  one  splendid  agony — 
Till  our  aching  lustihood 
To  wind-blown  flame  has  turned  our  blood- 
Till  I  trample  over  hills. 
That,  where  the  blue  heaven  spills 
O'er  the  world's  rim,  I  may  drink. 
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Fling  my  hot  self  in,  and  sink 
Into  the  unfathomed  air, 
Wash  my  fevered  spirit  bare 
Of  my  body's  dress,  and  snatch 
Stars  for  pearls,  or  haply  catch 
Handfuls  of  the  cool  cloud-foam. 

Careless  where  my  blind  feet  roam, 
From  pure  joy  I  shout  and  shout 
Till  I  put  the  moon  to  rout, 
Till  she  creeps  behind  the  world. 

Like  a  spear  from  Spring's  hand  hurled 
I  surge  through  the  singing  dark. 

In  my  brain  Spring  sets  a  spark. 

Hill-tops  lure  me  with  a  cry. 
Calling,  calling ;  but  when  I 
Reach  them,  they  are  dumb  and  dead. 
The  horizon  calls  instead. 

Thus,  all  the  mad  April  night, 
Life,  the  Flame,  intense  and  white. 
Burns  through  me  until  its  fire 
Is  so  fierce  it  must  expire ; 
Ash  and  ember,  charred,  black,  cold, 
I  swoon  asleep  in  the  dusky  wold. 
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KOREAN   LOVE-SONG 


I  have  made  me  a  sword,  and  the  water 
Spat  like  a  snake  when  I  tempered  it, 
Or  a  woman  whose  kisses  lie. 

The  light  wells  over  its  blade, 

Like  moon-shaped  gleams  on  the  skin  of  a  pearl, 

Or  the  long  streaked  skin  of  a  woman. 

It  moves  like  a  flame ;  on  the  hilt 
Two  flames  lock  together. 
It  pants  in  my  hand  like  a  lover 
Urgent  and  thirsty. 

I  shall  make  it  no  sheath ; 

No  wonder  of  bronze,  lipped  with  gold- work, 

No  wrap  of  brocade. 

Fit  for  a  mandarin's  thigh. 

With  beads  of  green  crystal  and  jacinth, — 

Delectable. 

Long  ago,  doomed  and  appointed, 
God  made  its  sheath. 
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INTEGUMENT 

She  wears  a  long  tea-gown  of  dim  flesh-colored  crepe. 
She  sits  on  a  couch  covered  with  purple-black  velvet, 

decorous,  stiff,  in  the  firelight, 
Just  between  me  and  her  husband. 
When  she  gave  him  his  cup,  she  turned,  and  the  folds 

of  her  dress 
Grew  livid,  dead. 
Curdling  in  sick  distaste. 
But  when  her  hand  touched  mine, — 
(Nobody   noticed   the  tinkle 
Of  porcelain  cup  on  rings)  — 
They  crisped  into  heat, 
Textured  with  faint  white  grains, 
Like  delicate  goose-flesh 
On  the  startled  skin  of  a  woman. 

REFLETS 

Young  green  planets  of  jade 
Hang  from  her  ears  like  lanterns ; 
Through  them  the  sun  strikes  clear. 
Green   and   translucent. 

Light  on  her  cheek  there  moves 
A  luminous  circle  of  shadow, 
Green  like  a  plum  on  the  bough 
That  hangs  over  water. 

I  dare  not  open  my  Hps, 
Lest,  as  the  plum-shade  flickers 
Fiery-green  on  her  cheek. 
Teeth  meet  within  it. 
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DEL   INFERNO* 

I. 

A  world  in  flames ! 

The  wretched  world  upborne  by  tortoise — elephant — 

(Or  is  it  Atlas?    Some  prize  correctness)  — 

At  last  in  flames  that  black  it 

With  a  bleak,  eternal  smudge ; 

A  world  insanely  scorched 

By  laughing  flames, — 

Flames  mightier  than  those  who  lit  them — 

Sheep,  bleating  heroes, — 

No  matter !     Here  are  the  flames 

For  the  warming  of  Satanic  hands.  ... 

Flames  must  have  things  to  lick, 

Lives  to  lick. 

And  black,  to  bleak  eternity. 

(You  cannot  frame  the  sunset  in  your  room; 

Must  you  have  scenery  ? 

Why, — burn  the  western  sky. 

Must  you  have  gleeful  heat? 

Why, — burn  the  world 

And  let  the  flames  work  for  you.) 

Millions  of  sheep  to  do  your  bidding : — 

Just  call  the  stench  of  carcasses 

'Fragrance  of  the  ideal,' 


*  The  author  prefers  his   original  title :     "Echoes 
from  the  Devil's  Realm." 
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And  their  ghosts  will  bleat  their  thanks ; 
Millions  of  sheep  to  do  your  bidding ; 
Jnst  take  out  your  pocket  dictionary 
And  make  a  talisman  of  half  a  dozen  words. 


II. 

A  world  in  flames  ! 
But  will  it  burn — utterly? 
So  much  of  it  is  fossilized, 
One  doubts. 

At  any  rate  the  Devil's  not  quite  satisfied. 

They  tell  me,  when  the  cry  went  forth 

"A  world  in  flames  !" 

He  yawned,  incredulous, 

And  poked  his  head  up  there, 

Just  casually,  to  take  a  look. 

His  laughter. 

When  he  settled  home, — 

They  say  'twas  worth  the  hearing. 

"Flames  forsooth ! 

A  little  warmish  round  the  fringe.  ... 

But  give  them  time,  they're  young,  .  .  . 

They  still  put  angels'  wings 

On  to  their  cannon ; 

The  oil  they're  pouring  on  the  flames 

Has  still  the  moralistic  smell 

(Well-nigh  ecclesiastic.) 

Give  them  time !  .  .  .  . 

Two  years,  four  years — 
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I'll  look  again; 

Perhaps  there'll  be  a  good  wind 

For  the  burning  then. 

Time  enough  to  say : 

'A  world  in  flames !'  " 


SNOWSTORM    IN    THE    DUSK 

Great  dabs  of  gray, 

And  the  wind  moans 

And  the  snow  spins  dark. 

Down  down  the  cold  wet  strains  and  lashes. 

Wild  flurries  of  gray, 

Wild  rending  gusts, 

And  there's  a  moaning,  moaning, 

While  the  spinning  snow  falls  dark. 

Down  down  the  wind  and  the  lashing  wet. 

Sobs  in  the  gray 
And  sobs  in  my  heart. 

It  has  come  gloom. 

And  the  wind  moans 

And  the  snow  spins  blind  in  the  night. 

Down  down  the  black  wind  strains  and  lashes. 

Sobs  in  the  night, 

And  there's  a  moaning,  moaning,  in  the  gloom. 
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AFTER   THE    RAIN 


The  elves  peep  through  the  ferny  copse, 
The  elves  are  all  amazed  to  see 

The  river  set  with  a  million  drops 
Of  pearl  in  liquid  filigree. 

The  water  surface  blinks  in  the  sun 

Under  the  fairies'  dizzy  eyes, 
They  can  not  see  the  river  run, 

It  seems  so  still  in  white  surprise. 

The  elves  have  crept  forth  after  the  rain ; 

They'd  caught  a  crystal  from  the  river. 
There  in  the  ferns  they  still  remain 

And  wonder  at  all  the  glitter  and  quiver. 

But  we  who  stand  above  the  ferns 

Can  see  the  river  running  on 
And  down  and  down  until  it  turns 

And  under  the  rainbow  arch  is  gone. 
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FRAGMENTS* 

I. 

And  when  the  dark  without 

was  grown  so  black  as  that  within, 

the  red-eyed  hours  of  night  had  come. 

For  when  the  Gods  can  hold  their  mirth  no  longer 

they  hide  their  lamp  behind  the  world, 

and  loose  long  pent-up  laughter  in  the  darkness. 

But  through  the  night  the  twinkling  stars 

betray  the  mockery  in  their  eyes. 

11. 

Within  some  battered  hour, 

between  the  midnight's  coupling  of  the  days 

and  morning's  tender  kissing 

of  the  new  day's  trembling  lash, 

I  lit  a  lonely  candle. 

Huge  black  shadows — 

Startled  from  their  slumbers — 

flew  into  the  comers, 

where  they  cowered, 

nodding  and  whispering  to  each  other 

whether  they   should   rush  upon  the   speck  of   light 

and  me. 
One  which  was  thinner  and  more  daring  than  the  rest 
kissed  it's  soul  into  the  lines  I  wrote  you.  .  .  . 
A  jet  black  velvet  monster  took  the  whole  end  of  the 

room 
drinking  up  the  light  like  a  thousand-mouthed  sponge. 

♦From  a  consecutive  whole. 
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TO  VIVIENNE 


You  He  back  with  delicate  insolence,  against  pale 
satin  cushions  frosted  with  lace — a  fragile  water-color 
— clouded  in  the  blue  too-sweet  incense  of  hyacinth- 
blossoms.  .  .  . 

I  read  (you  suggested  it,  yesterday,  in  that  tone  that 
drowns  my  senses,  like  the  hyacinth-fragrance)  my  last 
verses  to  you  ....  that,  too,  you  suggested.  The 
words  beat  their  passion  upon  you.  .  .  .  you  smile, 
like  a  drowsy  Columbine  at  whom  Pierrot  tosses  rose- 
petals.  .  .  . 

Words  hot  with  passion  I  hurl  against  the  crystal 
of  your  self-possession.  ... 

The  last  verse  is  ended.  .  .  .  And  you  smile,  deli- 
cately insolent,  against  the  satin  paleness  of  the  cush- 
ions wreathed  in  the  blue  hyacinth  perfume.  .  .  . 

"Is  that  all  ...  .  Why  do  you  always  write  such 
odd  things?  ....  But  you're  rather  adorable  when 
you're  angry." 


II. 


You  wear  that  chain  tonight, 

That  chain  I  sent  you  .... 

Old  carved  gold — barbaric — 

Turned — twisted  .... 

A  serpent  writhing  in  yellow  gold, 

Flashing  his  single  eye 

Like  the  Buddha. 
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And  there  it  gleams 

Red — baleful — sultry — 

Aainst  the  massaged  pink-and-white 

Of  your  throat  .... 

Fool! 

Why  should  I  drop  blood 

On  a  pale  pink  rosette! 
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DEAD    FOUNTAINS 


Moonstains  on  a  leaf-strewn  cloister  walk, 

And  through  the  colonades,  dead  fountains,  rain-filled. 

Cast  upward  hollow  echoes  of  the  stars. 

Moonlight  tinselling  a  girl's  black  hair, 

As  a  light  step  crinkles  through  the  leaves : 

"Paolo?    Paolo?" 

The  dry  rustlings  of  the  leaves 

Blur  out  the  whisperings  of  two, 

Wrap  silk  about  the  sound  of  kisses. 

Moonlight  streaming  in  silver 
Along  rapier  blades.  .  .  . 
Heavy  feet  scatter  leaves 
Into  frightened  leaps. 
Twice  a  curse ! 
Then  the  moan  of  a  man 
Lying,  pale  head  in  the  light, 
Body  in  shadow. 

"Paolo,  Paolo!    Help!" 

The  cry  of  a  girl  totters  against  the  colonades 

And  falls  across  dead  fountains 

That  cast  upward  hollow  echoes  of  the  stars. 
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THE    JEST 


Stalking  down  stone  corridors,  i 

Armored  as  old  knights  I 

Walking  on  crenelated  walls  ' 

In  safety,  ] 
Come  the  old  gods 

Blurred  in  misty  ages  \ 

Of  whispered  talk  ;  j 

And  come  also  the  new  spectres :  ', 
Evolution,  Heredity,  Fatalistic-Psychology. 

Walking  in  safety  on  crenelated  battlements  ; 
They  shatter  laughter,  crisp 

As  the  shatter  of  icicles,  ' 

Over  humanity.  . 

It's  a  good  jest — Humanity —  1 

Made  for  the  old  gods  and  new  spectres,  ] 

And  they  laugh  heartily  - 

While  their  walls  are  unavailingly  besieged.  j 

ji 

Catching  hurricane  gales  ! 

In  butterfly  nets                         ^  ] 

Is  no  more  profitless,  mankind ;  i 

Stop  storming  intangible  walls 

Stronger  than  steel !  ' 

Have  a  jest  of  your  own: 

Fashion  new  worlds  and  be  gods  to  them,  " 

For  creation  is  only  the  blowing  i 

Of  warm  breath  on  never-seen  eyelids ;  j 

Easily  done.    Merely  try  it.  .  .  .  ! 
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Only  be  kind  toward  your  puppets ; 

To  win  love  your  own  gods 

Can  never  command. 

There's  a  new  jest,  not  a  harsh  one — 

See  if  the  old  gods  will  enjoy  it ! 
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IMAGES  JAPONAISES 

Fuji-yama 

As  an  old  noble-lady — 

Proud  and  stainless — 

Fuji  rises  in  the  moonlight. 

Light  wisps  of  cloud 
Swish  across  her  peak, 
Silent  and  sage. 

But  under  her  vestal  robe, 
Sterile  and  white, 
A  fiery  heart  leaps. 

Water  Sketches 


Fragile  river  boats 
With  breeze-puffed  sails 
Chase  across  the  blue  water 
Like  clouds  racing  in  the  sky. 

II 

A  lone  little  boat 

Is  slowly  gliding 

Up  the  moon-lady's  train 

Of  silver  moire. 
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Eternity 

At  the  edge  of  the  sea  lay  a  skull: 

In  the  cadaverous  eyes 

Poured  the  silver  of  the  night. 

The  waves  rose  and  fell,  rose  and  fell, 

And  a  lone  heron  flew  to  the  stars. 

Over  the  sand-dune  Mitzu  preached 
Eternity. 

Pride 

To-day 

Proud  cherry  blossoms 

Loll  above  my  head, 

Heavy  with  color. 

To-morrow 

I  shall  sink  my  feet 

In  a  dank  carpet 

Of  sordid,  humble,  cherry-blossoms. 

Enigma 

The  watery  pink  of  dawn  is  in  the  sky 
And  the  wind  is  laboring  over  the  hills 
With  its  rich  scent  of  plum-flowers  ; 
A  dazzling  sea  of  morning-glories 
Blow  bright  notes  to  the  tardy  moon. 
A  thousand  slime-green  frogs 
Enjoy  the  subtle  fragrance  of  the  rriorn 
Yet  Yosamura  says  life  is  futile. 
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AFTER  BOCCACCIO 

The  Maiden  is  a  Swan 
With  wings  of   whiter  purity 
Than  the  spotless  Swan's — 

The  Swan  is  a  Maiden 
With  flesh  of  a  softer  beauty 
Than  the  yielding  Maiden's — 

The  Swan  swaying 
Toward  the  Maiden — 
The  Maiden  leaning  childlike 
Over  to  the  Swan.  .  .  . 

My  heart  is  in  the  grip 

Of  the  tender  witchery  of  their  looks- 

A  Maiden  and  a  Swan. 
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THE   GARDEN    UNDER   LIGHTNING 

Out  of  the  storm  that  muffles  shining  night 

Flash  piteous  roses  ghastly-sweet 

And  lilies  far  too  white : 

There  is  a  pang  of  green, 

A  terror  of  familiarity ; 

I  see  a  dripping  swirl  of  petalled  things 

That  I  once  tended  happily, 

And  paths  I  surely  walked  in  that  other  life, — 

Day. 

My  pale  ghost-garden  gibbers  at  me — 
Beckons  horribly — ' 
And  vanishes! 


LOVER    OF    CHILDREN  ; 

.| 

When  my  little  girl  plays  Beethoven  Sonatas,  ' 

The  big,  black,   Steinway  piano  flashes   all  its  teeth  1 

at  her  -i 

In  a  wide,  good-natured  grin ;  j 

And  suddenly  i 

I  hear  a  great,  rumbling  beautiful  roar  of  laughter.  : 
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ON  THE  BALCONY 


Both  watched  the  uncertain  swallows  sudden  farewell 

winging ; 
The  one  so  pale,  jet-haired,  the  other  with  a  face 
Of  roses,  and  their  loosened  gowns  of  light  old  lace 
About  their  sweetness,  vague  as  summer  clouds  were 

clinging. 

And  both,  with  a  languor  of  the  wan  asphodel, 
While  in  the  heavens  lifted  the  moon's  limp  flower. 
Tasted  with  thirsty  lips  the  night's  impassioned  hour, 
And  the  sad  joy  of  faithful  hearts  that  love  too  well. 

Thus,  clasped  and  supple,  the  pallid  sky  of  beauty 

draining, 
Mysterious-loving  pair,  all  other  loves  disdaining, 
Thus,  on  the  balcony,  hand  hot  in  hand,  they  dreamed. 

Behind  them,  deep  in  the  rich  shadows  of  the  room, 
Emphatic  as  the  throne  of  a  great  drama,  gleamed 
The  tumbled,  odorous  Bed,  wide-opening  in  the  gloom. 

Translated  from 
Verlaine. 
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MY    CHILDREN 

Maurya 

The  stars — did  you  ever  see  stars 

Not  white, 

Nor  blue, 

But  both? 

And  violets  that  dared  to  grow 

Beside  a  grizzled  stone 

In  a  wood? 

Rupert 

I  had  a  sword 

Long,  long  ago  when  I  was  a  boy,- 

A  rapier. 

The  ebony  hilt  was  cracked.  .  .  . 

"Open,  in  the  name" — Crash! 

Screams,  firelight, 

White  arms,  candles,  .  .  . 
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Sheila 

Twenty-four  dreams. 

Twelve  for  daylight  in  Spring; 

Twelve  for  night-time  in  December. 

Dreams,  dreams, 

Tender  little  things 

Like  pansies 

And  babies'  ears, 

And  the  catch  in  your  throat 

When  some  one  says, 

"Jeanne  d'Arc." 

Charles 

"Yes,  Madam,  to  the  sea. 
His  new  sedan — this  morning. 
Yes,  Madam,  to  the  sea." 
Cliff  and  wind  and  sun, 
Wind  and  sun  and  cliff. 
Sun  and  cliff  and  wind. 
"Yes,  Madam,  to  the  sea." 
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I    WAIT  I 

Day-long,  night-long,  i 

All  that  come  to  me  | 

Are  the  terrible  mutter  of  the  wind  ] 
And  the  murmur  of  the  sea. 

Brave  years,  mad  years. 

Hoped  I,  on  my  door  ' 
Would  ring  the  hilt  of  a  queen's  badine, 

Or  the  sword  some  Villon  bore.  . 

Down  life, — all  life, —  j 

Never  came  but  these:  | 

A  flickering  moan  through  my  chimney-place,  1 

A  sob  in  the  lonely  trees.  1 
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SONG    OF    LITTLE    HINES 


Little  Hines,  who  mends  watches. 
Is  writing  an  epic. 

He  has  taken  the  universe  for  his  theme 
and  calls  it 
Man  ayid  God. 

He  has  a  little  shop  with  a  gray  front, 

and  there,  in  his  work-room, 

with  a  green-painted  counter, 

and  watches  hanging — like  drying  fruit — on  a  black 

cloth, 
and  pictures  of  dogs,  cows,  and  Abraham  Lincoln  on 

the  wall, 
and  a  stove  on  a  wrinkled  tin  plate, 
he  examines  all  day 
the  minute  machinery  of  watches. 

But  at  night, 

in  his  closed  back  room, 

his  spirit  examines 

the  vast  and  intricate  workings 

of  the  universe. 

Miltonic  angels  sweep  down  about  him 

on  great  wings ; 

caverns  of  flame  spurt  and  roar  beneath  him, 

and  there  is  a  sound  of  harp-music. 

These  things  he  records  on  large  white  paper 
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with  the  water-mark  of  an  eagle. 

j 
I 

The  soul  of  little  Hines 

has  also  written  a  lyric  in  my  heart, —  j 

all  in  a  minor  key ;  j 

and  when  I  see  pitiful  gentle  things —  i 

violets  struggling  through  a  hard  soil —  1 

it  sings  and  quavers  in  my  heart,  '    ''; 

grotesquely  sweet —  | 

a  Marche  Triomphale  played  on  a  cabinet  organ,  ; 

wheezy  and  out  of  tune,  j 

with  the  diapason  sticking.  ,■; 


DAVID    THORNE  77 


PAN   PLAYS   IN   THE   RAIN 


The  rain  falls  calmly 

Upon  a  cool  world, 

And  taps  the  leaves 

Of  the  oak  trees, 

Whose  branches  encircle  the  house. 

The  night-air  with  its  green  fragrance 
Steps  in  through  the  open  door. 
The  door  I  have  left  wide  open  ; 
But  will  she  come  in  the  rain? 

She  came  on  moon-light  nights, 
When  the  hills  were  rimmed  with  silver. 
And  the  earth  was  tender  and  warm. 
She  came  when  the  moon  was  like  silver, 
But  will  she  come  in  the  rain  ? 

Oh,  he  who  has  not  loved  women 

Will  not  know  the  meaning  of  rain. 

He  will  not  know  the  meaning  of  moonlight 

Or  why  the  nightingale  sings. 

The  wind  from  the  hills 

Brings  the  rain  through  the  window ; 

So  I  sit  in  the  giant  chair, 

Overflowing  with  pillows, 

And  wrap  myself  in  the  coverlet. 

While  the  rain  wets  my  cheek  with  his  lips. 
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The  elves  play  only  in  moon-light, 
When  the  earth  is  tender  and  warm. 
But  Pan  plays  his  pipes  in  the  rainstorm.  .  .  . 
Have  you  never  heard  Pan  in  the  rain  ? 
When  Pan  plays  his  pipes  in  the  rainstorm, 
The  notes  come  with  the  breath  of  the  wind. 
They  come  from  out  the  damp  forest, 
And  pierce  the  black  mantle  of  night. 

The  sound  of  elves  in  the  garden — 
The  world  alive  with  sweet  smells — 
She  stands  with  the  wind  in  the  doorway, — 
"I  heard  Pan  in  the  rain,"  she  says. 

The  wind  played  with  her  hair  on  the  hilltops, 
And  blew  them  this  way  and  that. 
She  stands  with  rain  on  her  bosom, 

Like  the  beauty  of  an  unwritten  poem. 

"I  heard  Pan  play  in  the  rainstorm," 

She  tells  me ;  "have  you  never  heard  Pan  in  the  rain  ?" 

She  sits  in  the  giant  chair  beside  me, 

In  the  Indian  coverlet  wrapped  tight ; 

And  I  feel  her  rain-covered  body. 

As  it  soaks  its  way  through  my  clothes, 

And  I  press  her  tightly  to  me. 

And  kiss  her  windswept  cheek, 

And  I  smell  the  scent  of  the  hilltops  upon  it, 

And  I  love  the  scent  of  the  hills.  .  .  . 
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STORMS 

In  the  basin  of  the  fountain,  after  the  storm, 

Plum-blossoms  float   dreamily. 

The  plum-tree,  shorn  of  its  dainty  finery,  gazes  moodily 
into  the  water, 

Resentment  at  its  loss  soothed  by  the  peaceful  con- 
templation 

Of  all  those  dehcate  petals  dreaming  on  the  still  surface. 

In  my  soul,  after  the  storm, 
There  is  no  such  peace. 
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FALL 

Two  buzzards  float  solemnly  over  the  lonely  water, 

And  past  the  tops  of  the  impoverished  trees. 

After  they  have  gone,  the  landscape  is  a  little  grayer, 

The  water  is  a  Httle  lonelier, 

And  the  trees  pay  greedy  autumn  the  last  leaves  of 

his  exacting  tribute. 
The  buzzards  float  solemnly  in  the  still  air  and  are 

finally  lost  in  the  afternoon  mist. 
I  wonder  if  they  were  brothers, 
Or  brother  and  sister, 
Or  mates.  .  .  . 

Maybe  they  were  just  comrades. 
Whatever  they  were,  they  reminded  me  of  a  strong, 

calm  love, 
And   while  they  were  here,  life  and  nature  seemed 

beautiful. 
Now  that  they  are  gone  there  is  nothing  but  lonely 

water,  and  gaunt,  naked  trees,  and  gray  mist, 
And  far  off  the  voice  of  winter,  hungry,  ominous. 
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WINTER  MORNING 

The  morning's  in  a  frivolous  mood ! 
The  skeleton  branches  have  all  changed  to  comedy- 
masks  ! 
That  haunted  house  is  a  tempting,  frosted,  tart — 
What  dainty,  lacy,  hangings  on  its  windows ! 
See   that  tree   laden   with   white  narcissus — or   is   it 

bridal-wreath  ? 
No,  no,  not  that  one — on  the  other  side — 
Where  they're  taking  that  man  to  the  morgue, 
The  one  that  was  frozen  to  death, — yes. 
The  morning's  in  a  frivolous  mood ! 
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PREMIERE  LECON 

You  moved  on  the  platform  with  sesthetic  grace,  pro- 

fesseur. 
You  made  such  funny  faces. 
I  smiled  and  was  silent. 
The  first  time  you  looked  at  me 
You  scowled  and  thundered  again  and  again, 
"Repetez!"    "Ensemble!"    "Ensemble!"    "Ensemble!" 
You  did  not  realize  that  the  students  had  repeated 

the  sentence  at  the  top  of  their  voices 
Until  they  were  hoarse  and  impatient,  monsieur. 
You  glared  at  me  because  I  would  not  answer. 
I  smiled  and  was  silent. 
I  was  learning  more  than  the  French  sentence,  pro- 

fesseur. 
I  was  learning  to  be  happy — if  only  for  a  moment. 
I  was  learning  how  beautiful  a  man  can  be. 
Do  you  know  you  are  beautiful,  Michel? 
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VOU 

You  are  something  exquisite,  Michel. 

Something  fragile,  something  translucent,  i 

something  succulent,  something  soft.  -', 

The  subtle  tint  on  shell-pink  marble,  crumbly  chiffon,  ( 

calves'  brains,  sensuous  velvet.  ...  ; 

The  fuzz  on  ripe  peaches,  a  wafer  melting  on  ' 

a  moist  tongue.  ...  ; 

The  perfume  of  drenched  pine  needles,  the  dust  on  ' 

the  wings  of  butterflies.  ...  ' 

I  can't  say  what  you  are  most  like,  Michel,  i 

But  your  beauty  is  such  that  I  hold  my  breath  for  i 

fear  it  will  perish  under  my  pagan  gaze. 
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TO    MICHEL 


Before  I  found  you,  Michel, 

I  was  tossing  in  a  world  of  yearning  and  unrest. 

I  could  not  close  my  eyes  without  seeing  nightmares. 

I  could  not  breathe  without  gasping. 

I  laughed,  but  my  mirth  was  horrible  to  hear.  ' 

I   felt   as  though  everything  was   edged   with  knives  j 

that  played  on  my  heart.  1 

I  felt  an  awful  unfilled  need.  i 
Then  you  came,  Michel. 

You  were  kind  and  clever  and  very,  very,  beautiful — 

And  I  do  love  beautiful  things,  Michel.  j 

You  opened  a  door  beyond  which  dawned  rest,  and  \ 

comfort,  and  happiness — for  my  turbulent  soul.  ; 

You  were  so  full  of  the  joy  of  life,  Michel ;  ' 

I  marveled ;  1 

And  in  my  awe  I  saw  faith  and  reverence.  ] 

I  did  not  question.  i 

You  came  into  my  heart,  Michel.  -] 

And  I  felt  just  a  tiny  sip  of  how  it  must  taste  to  take  1 

a  whole  draught  of  happiness.  '] 

Then  just  as  my  hps  were  parted  in  my  first  heart-  ] 

felt  smile —  I 

You  slammed  the  door  with  an  awful  crash.  i 

I  no  longer  feel  that  feverish  unrest.                       '  , 

My  life  is  filled — with  pain.  j 
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IN    SUMMER 


In  the  afternoon  when  all  is  still, 

And  it  seems  as  though  the  mighty  sun  has  conquered 

the  little  village, 
Two  artists'-models  in  defiantly  colored  smocks  and 

sombreros. 
Slip  off  to  the  mill-stream  where  the  rushing  of  clear 

water  over  green-blue  stones 
And  the  gentle  sweep  of  branches  in  the  water's  edge 
Make  the  secluded  nook  seem  another  world. 

With  indifferent  eyes  and  a  shrug  of  their  shoulders 

At  the  white,  empty-hearted  typist 

Who  has  also  crept  from  her  boarding  house  and  is 

meekly  dipping  her  toes  in  the  singing  water. 
They  fling  off  their  sandals  and  hats  and  shake  their 

brown  bobbed  hair. 
And  to  the  envy  of  their  pathetic  audience — 
Stand  nude  in  the  sunshine. 

Burned  by  the  daubs  of  sifted  sun-gold  through  the 
leaves. 

Thy  slide  into  snug  suits  such  as  the  boys  in  the  swim- 
ming hole  farther  down  the  stream  bathe  in. 

Their  lithe,  young  bodies,  whose  whiteness  glitters 
under  the  sparkling  water, 

Next  to  the  satiny  black  of  their  suits. 

Awaken  a  love  in  the  shrinking  girl 

That  for  a  moment  calls  forth  a  fire  in  her  shy  eyes. 
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They  laugh  and  splash  in  the  water — 
Then  contentedly  lie  on  the  rocks  and  purr. 
She  longingly  names  them  her  "little  pussies.' 
I  wonder  why  she's  crying. 
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TO   A   WATER-LILY 

Thin  ivory  petals  upon  dark  blue  waters, 

Your  perfume 

Has  intoxicated  the  night,  and  he  staggers 

Drunkenly 

Between  the   hills. 


SPRING 

Young  Morning  tapped  sharply  on  my  window ; 

When  I  drew  aside  the  curtains,  he  winked  and 
grinned.  .  .  . 

"Over  the  mountains,  through  the  swaying  forests, 
the  twelve  cool-skinned  winds  are  chasing  one  an- 
other. .  .  . 

In  the  valleys,  beside  pools  overhung  by  bright-leaved 
elders,  slender  nymphs  recline,  admiring  them- 
selves in  the  glistening  waters.  .  .  . 

Earth  laughs  loudly  .  .  .  her  breath  is  perfumed.  .  ." 

I  turned  my  back  to  the  window. 

I  put  on  a  black  suit,  a  starched  collar,  a  grey  tie ; 

Then  I  ate  an  egg  on  toast,  and  read  the  morning 
paper ; 

And,  having  kissed  my  wife  good-bye,  took  a  street- 
car down  to  the  office. 

All  day  two  dusty,  bloated  flies  have  been  crawling 
over  the  sky-light. 
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THE   BEAUTY   LOVER 

The  round,  pink,  laughing  girl  bathes. 

And  the  thin,  grey,  silent  girl  watches. 

....  And  afterwards, 

When  the  bather  dries  herself, 

And  puts  powder  under  her  arms, 

And  lies  down,  like  a  sleepy  flower, — 

The  grey  girl  catches  her  around  the  hips,  violently, 

And  kisses  her : 

Surprised,  the  pink  girl  draws  away ; 

And  the  grey  girl — 

(Poor  little  restless  lover  of  beauty)  — 

Apologizes 

And  is  ashamed. 
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